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PART I.
THE SECLUSION OF BERTRAM DYER.
I knew Bertram Dyer when he was living

on two boiled eggs in the morning, and an
occasional invitation to dinner; but he was
constitutionally Incapable of be.3oming
either poor in flesh or shabby in dress,
and therefore few of his friends were aware
how meager was the reward of his literary
labors. It was a pleasure, In those days, to
see him eat; and I enjoyed It as often as I
could afford to do so. Now that his fame
is so great, I can boast of having fed him;
and, moreover, I can advance the claim
that it was one of my dinners which start-
ed him on the road to fortune.
On the occasion in question I had asked

Bertram to meet me at a tobacconist's on
42d street, near the hotel where we were
to dine. Urged by appetite, he came too
early; and I found him sitting on the ped-
estal of a wooden Indian In front of the
shop. Aroused from deep meditation by
the sound of my voice, he arose and faced
the Image.
"Old fellow." he said, but which of us he

was addressing I do not know, "there's
money in a story about Indian ."
And forthwith he wrote one which has

been the talk of three continents, if I count
Australia. Though Dyer was under thirty
and had never seen a live Indian, he was
thought, in England, to be a general of our

A Found Him Sitting on the Pedestal
of a Wooden Indian.

western army and the peculiar terror of
the red man. A newspaper oortrait of
him, which appeared bald, through a defect
in the plate, led to the rumor that he bad
been scalped, and thousands of people were
thus Induced to buy his book. The s!n-
gularly lurid coloring of the 42d street
Indian shines out.in Dyer's description (of
war paint, and lends a horrid realism to
the tale which has been marked by many,
but fully appreciated, I believe, by no one
except myself.
If there Is one thing that is certainly

worth money to a man In these days. it
is advertising, and Dyer had an abundance.
Offers from publishers came thick and fast
in the wake of It, and my friend was well
to do. Greatly to my sorrow, he married,
and I saw less and less of him; for, though
he urgeel me to come to his home, I went
very seldom, having takenm a violent dislike
to Mirs. Dyer. Then he moved away from
the city for reasons that seenn-d excdent
when he presented them to me, tirough I
selfishly urgedl him to remain, for I had
become very much attached to him. It r.p-
peared that he was overwhelmd nith lit-
erary engagements which he 'hought it
would be easier for him to fultill if he could
have the qu!et of the country. Also, he
was entertaining many of his wife's rela-
tions, and they had begun to be a burden
upon him, notwithstanding the comfortable
size of his Income.

ie bought an abandoned farm In the
wilds of the Berkshire hills, and made a
habitable dwelling of the rude old farm-
house. We maintained a desultory cor-
respondence as long. I fancy, as nature will
have such things live; and then .1 knew
no more of him, except by paragraphs In
the papers, and by his published writings.
which appeared In great and increasing
profusion.
About two years after his withdrawal

into seclusion I came to know his cousin,
Miss Emily Dyer. a charming young wo-
man, who had been thrown upon her own
resources by the death of her parents,
and was struggling to maintain herself
in New York. She had secured a position
as a "retoucher" In a phctographer's es-
tablishment. and her leisure was given to
drawing and painting. Her work was hard.
her wages very small, and, to cap the
climax 9f misfortune, the photographer
had fallen in love with her. I would have
rescued her from all these hardships and
perils by the simple process of matrimony;
but, unhar pily, she did not care for me.
Her affections were fixed upon a tall, tow-
headed youth who was studying art, but
had not yet learned to draw a salary.
Even by the light of their own roseate hopes
it seemed likely that they might have to
wait a year or two before the young man
should become rich and famous; and, In
the meantime, I thought that Bertram
Dyer. as the nearest relative of the girl.
ought to help her along.

I wrote to him upon the subject, and
received a reply ten days later. It was a
refusal, and he had dictated it to a sten-
ostrapher' The thing read like a circular
abcut foreign missions. I would have
thought It a forgery, gotten up by his
wife, but for the unmistakable Dyer signa-
ture. Such little, fine-lined, coldly regu-
lar characters! Why had I not long ago
read his true nature in his parsimonious
chirography. Yet I had thought him one
of the most generous and tenderly sympa-
thetic of men. Could success change a
human creature so completely? I could not
credit It, yet on the chance that It was
true. I was moved to thank God that he
had n'ade me a failure.
After spending a day or two In an en-

deavor to digest Bertram'a letter. I went
to see Emily. We were just as good friends
as if I hau never given her the annoyance
of refusIng me, She was ill and could
not receive me. Upon leaving the house
where she was boarding. I perceived the
flaxen-haired artist patrolling the other
side of the street. A mutual sorrow often
unites the bitterest enemies. I accosted
any successful rival and offered him a
cigar, which he received quite In the way
of friendship.

"I don't believe It's anything serious,"
he said, in an anxious tone. "She is
tiredt that's all. If she could only go out
into the cotbntry and rest for awhile-"

I quite agreed with his unspoken con-
clusion, but, though we walked together
till after midnight and talked of nothing
else, we did not succeed in reaching a
solution of the difficulty.
The next day I set out on a pilgdimage

to the Berkshire hills.
Bertram Dyer's retreat was situated in

a peculiarly desolate region. The nearest
railroad station was ten miles away, in the
town of Rockwood. There I alighted one
evening, and secured lodgings In a quaint
little hotel kept by three old maids, That
one of them who does the cooking should
be earning 320,000 a year in New York,
and wearing the "cordon bleu." Her hot
biscuits appeal to all that is highest and
noblest In a man's nature. He who be-
gins the day with them can hardly descend
to the level of an ignoble act before sun-
set-when he can have some more.
Being fortified for a task that promised

snany dIfficulties. I rode away from the
hotel in Rockwood about 9 o'clock in the
snorning, mounted upon a bicycle which I
bad brought from New York. I had re-
seived careful directions regarding the road,
which, Indeed. was easy enough to follow.
since there was no other. It was In excel-
lent condition, and, despite the hills, I
might have made the ten miles at good
speed, but I stopped frequently to admire
the scenery, which was always beautiful,
and sometimes had the effect of grande ar,
Ther, were points In the road from which
I could command a wlde prospect, and onee,a: about six miles distance, I get a glimpse
et Bertram's house, With the aid of strongBald glasses I could se It quite distlnctly,and it semed a pleasat place la which to
32ve and write.
I reached the border et my friend"q estate
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before 11 o'clock. There was a gate givingentrance to an avenue that wound away to-
ward the house, which was invisible -from
that point. A grove, bright with autumn
tints, growing beside the main r6ad tempte6-
me to make the circuit of the grotlnds, ahdI entered them eventually on the side to-
ward Greenville, a town in which I should
have left the railroad, but fof the reputa-.tion of the Rockwood inn, since GreenvpleIs nearer New York and only about a mile
further from Dyer's home.
On approaching the house I perc'ived Mrs.Elizabeth Graves-mother of Mrs. Dyer-

standing on the steps that led up to the
veranda. I had met her in Newf York, and
I liked her even less than her unamilible
daughter. Her surprise at the ight 6f me
made me aware that my letter announcing
my intended visit had not arrive4L Injeed,I had given it an insufficient istart, consider-
ing the irregularity of the ialis Da that
region.
Mrs. Graves was not more cold in ber wel-

come than I had expected her to be.
"You rode over from Greenville, I sup-

pose," she said. "It's a pity you didzk't
come the other way, for If vou had you'ai
have met Bertram. He drove over to hock-
wood this afternoon."
"Indeed," said L "What time did he

start?"
"Between 9 and -.0," she answered.
Of course, I kew perfectly well that

Bertram had not been on the road to Rock-
wood at the time speelCed, but I am not one
who would betray a man to hif inuther-m-
law. If it suited my friend's conventence
t3 leave a lie behind hin at home' that was
a matter with which his own conscience
might deal. So I let it be understood that
I had come from Greenville.
Mrs. Dyer came out of the house almost

immediately. She was somewhat more
cordial than her mother had been. The
older woman would have sent, me. away
hungry, but the younger invited me to
lunch, though with no great excess of hos-
pitality. However, my mission was of a
character to make one patient under any
provocation. No poor relation in real life
or in fiction was ever less particular than I
about the flavor of the invitation. If there
had been any possibility of finding out
where Bertram had gone, I would have fol-
lowed him, but since he had taken pains to
lie about his destination, I thought It best
to wait for him. His wife seemed doub'ful
when he would return, and she regretted
that my time was so short, etc., etc. I had
said nothing about being in a hurry; and
when the words were thus put into my
mouth I repudiated them.
"My business with him is very urgent,"

said L "If he does not return in the course
of the day, I shall make an effort to find
him."
Mrs. Dyer looked at her mother as one

who would say: "This is a very- disagree-
able person;" and the mother answered
with her eyes: "I wish he were in Pata-
gonia." Nevertheless. I remained for lunch-
eon, and conversed as amicably as possible
with the two ladies already mentioned, and
also with two sisters of Mrs. Dyer, with
her aunt, and with her grandfather op the.
maternal side. The table was set for two
other persons, but they did not appearwhile I was present.
In the afternoon a sudden and violent

rainstorm swept down from the western
hills, and I blessed it, for not even the peo-ple with whom I was a guest dared turn
me from their doors in such weather. I
stayed to dinner, and when the mournful
meal was done, Grandfather Graves went
forth to view the lowering clouds and re-
turned with an aspect as gloomy as their
own. Then Mrs. Dyer asked me to r-.main
over night, and I accepted the invitation
with oheerful alacrity.
It was not much after 9 o'clock when I

retired to my room. Midnight is my crdi-
nary bedtime, and I felt no desire to sleep.I waited an hour or more till the hoise be-
came quiet, and then stole forth to smoke
on the veranda.
The moon was just breaking through theclouds and the night was, ful of -beautyand wonderfully warm. For a long time I

sat there, smoking and thinking of EmilyDyer. I had good hope that she would
profit by my secret intercession with her
cousin, and when that was over ti ere
might be something else that I could dofor her. At least I could help the lankyboy whom she had honored by her prefer-
erce to make a profitable use of such talent
as he had.
Suddenly I was startled by somethingfalling beside me. It was my cigar, whichbad slipped from my fpgers. I had-'been

asleep. The moon had sunk almost to thehills upon the west. It- waw' nearly- 9
o'clock.
I re-entered the house and sortly 'closiedand locked the door. At that moment. Iheard a noise from the other end of 'thehall. Some one was coming.I hastily stepped into the unlighted sit-ting room. A slender, dark young man

I Hastily Stepped Iat. the Utlighted
Sitting Rooma,

with disheveled hair paused close to my
hiding place, but did not see me. He was
carrying a lamp and yawning painfully.
When he had gone upstairs and entered a
bed room I stole up after him. The re-
mainder of the night I passed in slumber.
When I came down the next morning I

met Mrs. Graves in the haiL.
"Bertram came back last night," she said.

"Perhaps you heard him drive up to the
front door, a little after twelve?'
"No, I hadn't heard him, nor had I seen

him, though at the hour named I had been
sitting almost directly before the door.
However, I did not tell her that.
"Later in th.'night,'' she continued, "he

was taken very sick. You won't ie able
to see him. We have sent to Greenville
for a doctor.'
I expressed my deepest sympathy.*
About 9 o'clock the doctor from Green..

ville arrived. I recognized him as the
young man with the tangled hair who bad
passed so near me on the preceding night.

PAR II.
A FRIENDLY BURGLARY.

I considered it highly important to as-
certain whether the young man who per-
sonated the Greenville doctor really had
any knowledge of medicine. If he had it
woukd, seem probable that he was a resi-
dent physician attending upon Bertram in
an illness that was by no means the sud-
den and unexpected attack described 'to
me by Mrs. Graves. Accepting that view
two theories would naturally suggest them-
selves to account for the -luiicitkv and
concalment that were being practiced, by
the household. Bertram's illness might be
of such a nature that it would better be
kept secret; he might be periodically in-
sane. Second, he might be at the point of
death. and his wife and her relations might
fear that I woulM influence him against
them in the disposition of the money he
had earned and the valuable copyrighghe held.
On the other hand, if the young man

were not a doetor there must be some
sort of plot against m friend, whereby he
was held prisoner and prevented from
communicating with the outer world...asbape his property was slowly bigab-
sorbed by the Graves contingent.- --was-
prepared to suspect Mrs. Graves of any-
thing. As for Mrs. Dyer, I couhLd not i'.
gard her as an active element In so se-
rious an affair. My dislike ler' ber-'bad-
been based upon her mental vacuity, upra
her absurd inferiintty to her khr==4 e
had seemed to me Iaale of good or evil
except as others might indouence her.Grandfather Grae was a shrewd old rat,with an eye like an X-ray to aplme thmeinside of another's poeket With the other
membe== of the hous.ehota Ir - aj-.s

unacquanted. but I did not detect any
eading spirit among them.
.On the whole I regarded Mrs. Dyer as
the best of the lot, and the easiest to deal
4ith In such efforts as I might make to
solve the mystery. I resolved to have a
Word. awith her before leaving the house,
and, therefore. I clung to the veranda
more-tightly than the vines that encircled
Its ancient pillars while Mrs. Graves strove
tln"Ip me off with the cold edge of In-
hospitality.
-MW. Dyer and "the doctor" seemed sur-
Vrised that I had shown so much tenacity.
hen they at last descended from the west-

grn chamber where they had presumably
en'busy with the sick man. I ventured

tA inquire about my friend's health, and
was assured by the young man that a fa-
vorable termination of the case might be
looked for "in a few weeks;" whereuponMS.U.Graves nodded her head at me as
much as to say: "I'll get rid of you long be-
foze.that, my boy."
Apparent acquiescence seemed to be my-hese course, and I made my adieux with so

great a semblance of sincerity that the.
'hatchet-faced old woman was deceived.
She took "the doctor" into the house again,betensibly to offer him some refreshment,
and thus I was left alone with Mrs. Dyer,*Ihicli was what I had wished for. Immedi-
ately I began to speak of her husband asl I had no hope of ever seeing him aUvepgain. I dilated upon hia many amiable
qualities and upon the brilliancy of hisgenius. Judging that if she had really beenled into any plot against him, her Iaffectionfor him-the sincerity of which I had neverdoubted-would be stirred to such a degree.that she would betray signs of remorse.To my great satisfaction, she began to cry;and thus I knew that, though Bertram'scase might be desperate, there was one, atleast, of his persecutors who had not en-tered Into the plot with her whole heart.My 'mouth was open to begin a plea thatshe should trust me as a friend and tellme all, when Mrs. Graves suddenly ap-peared In the doorway. The glance whichshe leveled at me was like one of thetomahawks that flashed in Bertram's firstgreat story, and I fled for my life.Of course, I had not abandoned the ad-venture. It was a retreat in the nature bf
a feint, designed to raise false hopes in theheart of the enemy. No sooner had I pass-ed out of Dyer's Farm, by the Greenvillegate, than I wheeled to the westward, fol-lowing a road that passed close to the baseof a steep, wooded hill that I had noticedfrom the veranda. Its top was less thanhalf a mile from the house, and I believedthat it would afford me an excellent pointof observation.
Concealing my bicycle among the trees,I climbed the hill, and speedily found a

spot from which I could look out upon myfriend's abode without danger of beingseen. As I turned my eyes upon it, theblinds outside the windows of the western
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Mrs. Graves Suddenly Appeared in
the Doorway.

chamber were opened, and, with the aid
of my field glasses, I easily recognized Mrs.
Dyer as the person who had opened them.
She passed to the window in the southern
wall, and immediately a flood of light
streamed into the chamber. It was not a
sick room, certainly. The bed was neatly
made up. Beside it was a stand on which
were several books and magazines, but, no
phials or other detestable appurtenances of
dispe

ere was no one else in the room but
Mrs. Dyer, so far as I could see. Certainly
no Invalid would have been exposed to such
a draft of crisp autumn air as must have
been surging through the apartment.
This discovery strengthened a suspicianwhich I had previously formed that I-yer

was really in a room on the ground floor.
I observed that the whole north end of the
house seemed closed. It was from a room
in that part of the dwelling that the young
man had come on the preceding night. Had
he been watching with an invalid, or
guarding a prisoner? I resolved to solve the
problem before another night had passed.
It may seem strange that, among my

theories, I did not consider the possibilitythat Dyer was purposely avoiding me. In
explanation I can say only that my thcorles
were based upon my knowledge of the
man. He was not one to hide from friend
or foe. I believed that if left to nis '2wn
choice he would receive me with the Lear-
tiest cordiality. It was impossible tkat U:y
intercession on behalf of his cousin had of-
fended him to such a degree that he did
not wish to see me.
I remained all day among the hills, ob-

serving the house from different points.
Hunger drove me to a farm house in the
afternoon. It was as poor an abode as ever I
saw in the country, but full of good will.
The farmer's wife lamented heartily tl'at
she could give me no better entertainment,but tomorrow was her "baking day," and
"everything was clean eat up." There was
no cooked food in the house except a
pumpkin pie baked in a yellow, earthen
ware dish, three inches deep. This she set
before me with a pitcher of milk, and I
made a meal of them. The pie was som-
ber with molases, which imparted an
acidity to it that was not unpleasant at
first, but it grew upon me in succeeding
hours. I think the pangs of remorse must
be something hke that, when one has really
sinned. However, one cannot cure remorse
with bicarbonate of soda. I rode ten miles
to Rockwood for this useful drug, and in-
cidentally otained from the apothecary
some bits of information about Bertram
Dyer.
"He used to come over here quite some,

when he and his folks fust moved into the
old Peters place," said the druggist, "but
lately I ain't seen nothing of him. I guess
he's trading with somebody over Greenville
way. His folks buy their groceries over
there. I heerd awhile ago that he was
sick, but I ain't sold any medicine to him
lately, and I guess maybe he's better. Be
you going up that way?"
Possibly. Would I be coming back by

way of Rockwood? If so, would I drop in?
Rlockwood folks would be glad to hear how
Mr. Dyer was getting along. Some of them
had read one of his books, and they
thought it pretty good for a young man to
write. They were in hopes he would write
something about Rockwood, and kind of
help the place along. I promised to sug-
gest a local story to the distinguished
author, if I had the pleasure of meeting
him.
It was about 10 o'clock when I arrived

once more upon the outskirts of the "old
Peters place." I had resolved to pass the
night in its vicinity; and to commit a
friendly burglary if my investigations
should convince me that Bertram was the~prisoner of his wife's relations.
At first the moon was too high for my

purpose, but before midnight it had drop-
ped nearly to the hills, and some light
clouds obscured it. Then I stealthily ap-
proached the house, and was moon conceal-
ed in the shadow of the northern wall.
A very faint light escaped through a cur-

I Pushed Aside the Cartain.
tained and shuttered window of the room
-which I had meet in mind. I crouched be-
neath that window and listened. At first
ail" was stil; then I became aware of
sounds that. made me shudder. Some one
1within was groaning, not loudly, as if with
violent pain, but rather, as it seemed to
me, with wrath, Sometimes I conhI hear
the rumbling of words that souinded likeoaths. Again I heard a rustling as of pa-
per. Finally some cue cried: "I'here! --

it!" 'with tremendous emphasis. The voice
sounded unlike Dyer's, yet I could not be
sure. Presently the light weat out.Icaught the faint sound of a closing door.
Then all was stiff.
I waited fifteen minutes, ac'cording to

been so long. Then tried the fasteninj
of tMhe softly logeneV tMblinds.t seeme i ecure. but at Iani
I forcedL the.,catch,' d .ralsed the lowei
sash. The pulley

h

aled painfully, bul
it aroused no one. ving paused to mak4
sure of that. I push ide the curtain ani
thrust in my head.'"yhe room was totall:
dark. I climbed in 'ekutIously and stooi
for a moment Rte g in the gloomFaint noises in the house counterfeltee
footfalls,' and I wo have said that I
was not alone but f he aimlessness witi
which' the patterin an across the roon
and stopped and r Igain.At last I venture light a match. The
flame reiealed a

1
square room, fitteup like a study, wI -n abundance of fin(

old furniture. A Iled book.case covyered nearly all one .Wa' . Close to my righ1handwas a great 'snque desk, cpen ati
streWn with type i en sheets. Bendinjover them, I reco Dyer's ha'id in va.
rious corrections. {The match -burno py fingers. I thremit down and lighted another, with the flam4of which I kindled a lamp that stood uporthe desk. Then I perceived in the mids,of the typewritten sheets a brief manu
script letter p4dresaed to myself. It express& 'iery mild regret for having missed seeing me, and the hope that I wouli
come again "next summer." I laughed soft
ly, at the impatience of the writer to se(
me. He asked that I would write t him
but I must not say anything more aboulEmily. Especially I must write if evelI contemplated coming to the Berkhirleh
again. The style was forced; the penman-ship was labored. The letter had "comhard." It had plainly been written at dic-tation and under conrpulsion. No wondeiDyer had sworn when'he halI finished it.Evidently the poor fellow was not aall his own master in that house. I resolved anew to See him and to rescue himWhere could he be? Where but in thaother room on the north end of the house
the room that Ihad seen no one enter o1
leave on the preceding day?There was a door between, the rooms
I turned the knob. It was locked on thi
other side. I ventpred to call, softly"Bertram!" A confused' murmur-a vainful, smothered sound-was audible within
I called again, :s loudly as I dared. Stil
the same murmuring noise, a little loudes
than before. Had they tied the poor fellov
like a dog and gagged him? I put m3strength upon the door, softly, steadilyThe lock yielded. I entered.
The room was dark, but a light sud-

denly flashed up. I saw a tumbled bed
a flaring lamp on a table; and, beyondGrandfather Graves in his scanty nighclothing, just in the act of taking dowr
an er'ormous old-fashioned musket fron
the wall.
Bertram Dyer was not there, and a hal!

second later neither was I. My fortr
might have been seen flitting across tho
lawn, while behind me. and, indeed, al
around me, echoed the resounding bang o
the old musket.

PART III.
THE TREATY OF DYER'S FARM.

I passed the remainder of the night ir
a barn belonging to one of Dyer's neigh
bors, for it seemed ur.wise to remain upot
his estate. Grandfather Graves was evi
dently a man of action despite his ad
vanced years, and I had no desire to en
counter him again, except upon the mos
conventienal terms. His musket sho
must have aroused the household; indeed
from a lurking place among the trees
saw lights flash at many of the windows
but there was no indication that a searci
was being made for me outside the house
Whether he had recognited me, or ha(
mistaken me for a hurgla* of the ordinar3
sort, was a matter .to which I devote<
considerable thcught, without reaching an
conclusion. as I lay tipon my scented couci
of hay in the hospitable barn.

I brdakfasted at * falm house, and ther
set out t pon another. reconnaissance ir
the direction of my friend's abode. It wa
my hope to encourter Mrs. Dyer at such .

distar-ce from the house as would enabl
me to talk with her -unmolested by he
formidable mother or the prompt and iras
cible Grandfather Graves. I thought I
probable that the events of the last twen
ty-four nouirs might have shaken her alle
giance to the GraVsa fibtion so much tha
she might be willing to'ahandon whateve
enterprise was on foot.
With this purpose in-view I approach-,

the "old Peters place" In as secret a mian
tier as possible, ahcostng a course tha
led through a thiek setove of spruce an,
fir tre-'s whose green will completely sh-i
off the house from observation >n th4
north. I had fordedj my way aboit 24
yards through this- tlleket when I boeam
aware of a little eleartng in the iidst o!
It. The sun had cilinled up so high tha
its rays struck through the tops of th.
trees and glinted upork something whito
in the open; and it was this which first at-
tracted my attention. Immediately I per
celved that the cleuring was a burla
ground, and I rernembered that the Peten
family, which for a century or more ha(
inhabited the estate, had been so far froa
a village that. they would hardly havt
lorne their dead to a churehyard. It I!
not uncommon in rural New England to sq
the monurr.ents of the dead almost undei
the windows of the living. Usually she3
are not placed in so retired a spot upot
the estate as was here the case, but cat
be seen from the traveled road.
The flash of the white stone attracet

me sufliciently to make me turn asid4
from my way toward the small cemetery
it was the last place where I should hav
feared discovery: and, therefore, my sur
prise was great when, upon forcing m3
way between two masses of green boughs
I suddenly perceived a woman standing
beside one of the graves. In a moment]
recognized MYrs. Dyer. She hel'l somin
flow rs in her hands-I bad notI ed tha

In a Momuent I Recognized Mrs. Dyer
she cultivated a great many in the house-
and as I watched her, she bent down ar
placed her offering carefully upon the lo'
mound at her feet. Then she knelt dowr
for a moment. Instinctively I bowel w3:
head; and when I raised my eyes agaii
she was just slipping away into the grovs
on the other side of the 'ilearinig.
So great was my surprise at this en

counter that. though it was just what-
had wished for, I failed to take advantage
of it. She was gone before I could comn
mand my voice and call to~her.
Yet I had learned all tlyat I could wisl

to kr-ow. A strong wa~ve of grief passe<
over me. So genuine was my sorrow thia
I took no note of the' s'range complica
tions and contraiiictions that were in
volved in the discovery I had made.
With uncovered head I approached thm

mound beside whi h she had knelt.
small and plain ab a&s erected there
It had suffered mal rom the werather
and that surprised m,put not nearly sc
much as did the nscription wvhich I say
upon .the stone: t :

Sacred to htie kemory of
ELIPHAL C~PETERS,

Who Departed Tis 11fe January the
Third, Eighteen fun ed and Eleven.

After a Long and gainf4p1 Sickness Which
Hs Bore 'with ghristian Fortitude,

He Entered Into let,i and Is Now En-
joying the Beautitude of Heaven (as
We Trust). ..-

It seemed as if In.nust, be still asleep it
the old barn and gryearping fantastic non

sense. Why shouli MtM. Dyer come 1i

the early morning tio lag flowers upon the
grave of Eliphalet C. !iPeters, who ha<

flourished principally in the preceding cen

tury? It was inconceivable. I~er condue
required a 'rational explanation, and ws
susceptible of it. I put on my hat and, har
ried towafd the' house.
There seemed to b~e no longer any nee<

of concealment, and so I axiroached the
front door .boldly. Mrs. Dyer was on th<
veranda with her mother and Grandfathme
Graves. They a.ll sprang up at sight of me

and I thought that the younger woma

was going to, run away, but, sustained b
the presence of the others, she remained
I bade them all good morning as cour
teously as I could.

"Well?'' cried Mrs. Graves, sharply"Out with it. What do -you know?'
"I know that Bertram is dead," said 1"and that' you stole a headstone in orde

that It might help you to tell a lie."
"No, no; not quite se bad as that," salnrandfather- Grae. "We did'tro.an..

r body, deed or alive. I found Eliphalet Fe-
I tes' tombstone up In the left over the
woodshed, and I know all about it. The
stone was ordered when Eliphalet was
sick, but he disappointed his relations and
got well. The story has been handed down.
Peters died, and was buried somewhere
else."
"Mother," sobbed Mrs. Dyer, "tell him

why we did this wicked thing.""I suppose I must," responded Mrs.
Graves; "but I wish he'd minded his own

i business. The fact is that we did what any
ksensible folks would have done, and what
Bertram told us to do. He knew that he
hadn't long to live when he moved up here.

IHe had some kind of heart trouble. But
he had made a great name, and he didn't

M

The Inscription Surprised Me.
want It to be wasted. Anything with iis
name on it would sell, and so he wrote all
he could, and used up a good deal of old
stuff that nobody would buy before he got
to be famous."
"All recognized geniuses do that," said L
"Well, he died," continued Mrs. Graves,

"and there we were. It came upon us very
suddenly."
"We had hoped he might pull through,"

said Grandfather Graves.
'Did he have any literary assistance be-

fore-before he died?" I asked.
"No," responded Mrs. Graves. "He was

always saying that he would find some one,
but he never did. When the poor, dear boy
was gone we buried him in the Peters cem-
etery. But we couldn't let his name perish
with him. I appeal to you, sir; could we?"
"Remember that he had a very large

family," said Grandfather Graves.
"It was a tryir.g situation," I admitted.

"What did you do?"
"We sent for my nephew Clarence," re-

plied Mrs. Graves.
"He is the young man who personated

the Greenville doctor, I suppose?" said I.
"Yes; that was Clarence," Mrs. Graves

responded. "He was worki.g in a machine
shop in Boston before he came up here. I
didn't Jnow how he would do, but there
was nobody else In the family whom we
could trust. Clarence had had a good edu-
cation, and I remembered that he had tried
to get work on a newspaper at one time.
Then, too, Bertram had cnce had a letter
from him, and he said it was a master-
piece."
"He wanted to borrow a hundred dollars,"

said Grandfather Graves.
"We got him up here as soon as we

culd," the lady continued, without noticing
the interruption, "and I've been paying him
$25 a week ever since. He's written a pow-
er of stories In the last nine months. He
took naturally to Bertram's handwriting,
and besides we got him a typewriter, which
has helped him a good deal."
At this moment I heard a peculiarly hol-

low and mournful groan. Turning quickly
I perceived Clarence Graves, who had soft-
ly stepped out upon the veranda. His hair
v'as in that disordEr which seemed natural
to it, and I observed that a spot upon the
right side of his head was nearly bald. As
my eye rested :pon the spot, he rubbed it
with a despairing gesture that seemed to
be habitual with him.
"I wish you'd left me In Boston," he cried

out to Mrs. Graves. ."I wish I was work-
ing in a machine shop at a dollar a day.
What had I done that the Lord should
make a writer out of me?"
"Tell me. my young friend." said I, "was

it you whom I heard groaning in the north
icoom last night?"
"Of course it was," he ar.swered. "Do I

ever do anything else but groan? I was
just finishing a story. But what's the use?
One's no sooner done than another's be-
glin."

'It is the curse of literature," said I. "By
the way, that was a clever letter you wrote
to me.""Oh, that was nothing." he rejoined.
"Forgery is easy enough, and it don't lie
on my conscience. But 'stories-"
He ended the sentence with a groan.
"And now you know all," said Mrs.

Graves.
"Oh, please don't Lell on us'" cried Mrs.

Dyer.
"If you do we shall all go to the poor

house," addedi Grandfather Graves.
"Do not be alarmed," I hastened to say.

"Far be It from me to interfere with your
commercial arrangements. As I am in the
business myself. It would be distinctly un-
professional. Otherwise, the case has no
moral aspect. I have never held it wrong to
deceive the public, and to cheat a publisher
is a virtue. I shall simply recommend some
additional precautions, and then I shall say
no more on that matter. But there is a
point upon which I must insist. Miss Emily
Dyer is a most deserving young woman,
and--"
"You would recommend an allowance, I

ruppose?" said Mrs. Graves.
"Shall we say 350 a week?" I suggested.
Grandfather Graves groaned and Mrs.

Graves protested, but what was the use?
I had them in my power. The contract was
drawn up and signed. I call it the treaty
of Dyer's farm. There is a stipulation that
an affectionate letter shall accompany each
remittance; and I may say here that the
terms of the agreement are being faithfully
tulfilled. Emily, of course, is not in the
sccret. Indeed, she knows nothing of my
conr~ection with her good fortune. She will
marry .the lanky young artist soon, and
may Providence make him worthy of her.

I have not visited the farm again, but I
keep an eye on current fiction, and Ber-
tram Dyer's name continues to hold its
pla~ce. Some of his stories strike me as a
bit mechanical, but perhaps if I did not
know that Clarence had worked in a ma-
chine shop I should not remark it. After
all, critIcism is so much affected bya
knowledge of a writer's personality! It
very unfortunate that writers are not
known simply by numbers. Their portraits
and biographies might he kept at head-
quarters, but they oughtn't to get into pub-
lIc prints. That Is an offense to Art, which
I always write with a capital letter.

The Leading Liar.

From the Cincinnati Enquirer.
After the dog liar, the smart baby liar

and the horse liar had their turns, the
common, ordinary liar said:
"Weil, you fellows own some pretty

bright live stock, but 1 don't think any of
them compare with my educated katydid."
"What does it do?" asked the man with.

the dog that knew the time of day.
-"My wife's sister is a schoolma'am, and

has taught the Insect to say 'Kathryn
did.' "

A Fortune Waiting.
From Exchsange.
There is a fortune for the milliner who

shall devise a bonnet that can be worn in
any part of the church and always present
the trimmed, side to the congregatlpn.

Living in Hlope.
IFrom the Blay City Chat.

"I haven't had a ride in a carriage I don't

know when," complained Mrs. Jaysmith."
"Never mind," replied her husband. "Just

have patience. Some of the neighbors will
have a funeral one of these days."

Something to Do With the Bar.
From the Cleveland P'lain-Dealer.
"Now, you wouldn't believe, to look at

him, that that man i*as a judge, would
you?"
"I don't know as I'd pick him out for a

judge, but a glance at his nose would besufficient to convince me that he had some-

tthing to do with the bar."

Lack of Cenfldence.

I. From the Cienland Pla-Dealer.

"Then you won't lend me a dime?"
The voice was full of pathos and huski-

ness.
The other man shook his head.
"What this country is just a-starvin' for

is return of confidence," said the first man
as he sadly moved away.

Purely Mental,
From Puck.

'"I am told that he has some mental at-
tection."

I "Yes; he is in love writh Miss Blunose of
- IBoston,"

CATCHING RIFLE BULLETS

az~nation it a UuiNndi Einlilti
NA by mam,

A Squad Of Seldiers Apparently Pies
a Deadly Char.., but the Magt.

elan Eseapes Umarsmed.

The public at large, ps well as people who
are experts at legerdenain, universally ac-
jknowle4go-that "the shooting trick" is the
most sensational and the most wonderful
of any* of the performances given by our
Modern- waglalsas It Is equaled only by
some of the marvelous tricks of the Indian
fakirs.
Two years ago Prof. A. Herrmann did it

for the first time in this country in the
Metropolitan Opera House in New York.
It was on the oecasion of an entertaInment
for charity. The vast auditorium was
crowded to the doors. The shooting was to
close the evening's entertainment. When the
time came, six soldiers from the United
States troops, stationed at Governor's Is-
land, were marched on the stage under
command of a sergeant. The soldiers had
been selected that afternoon by the com-
mandant of the post. They were the crack
marksmen of the battalion. Herrmann had
never seen them or held any communication
with them. He did not even know their
names. Following the soldiers came a com-
mittee of three prominent New Yorkers and
a surgeon, who stood in the wings. Nobody
else was on the stage but Herrmann. The
firing party was drawn up In line. Herr-
mann passed along the line, looking through
the barrel of each man's rifle to see that
there was no cartridge In It. Then he re-
tired to one side.
The sergeant took six regulation United

States army rifle cartridges, with fixed
balls, from his pouch and placed them on
a salver handed to him from the wings.
These he then passed to the committee for
examination. After the committee was sat-
isfied that the cartridges were what they
purported to be, the sergeant went among
the audience and allowed any one who
pleased to examine them and put identifi-
cation marks on the bullets. At least fifty
people inspected them. When all were sat-
isfied of the genuineness of the deadly
missiles he returned to the stage, gave a
cartridge to each soldier, and uttered the
command "Load!" The locks clicked, the
rifles were brought to a "carry," and the
squad was marched down on an Improvised
platform over the heads of the audience
about twenty feet from the stage. They
faced about and were ready for the volley,
three kneeling and three standing.

The Critical Moment.
Meanwhile Herrmann had stepped to the

wings and taken from a table there a china
plate. This he placed on the stage floor
at his feet. Then he braced himself as
though to net a shock arnd held his hands,
palms out, In front of his chest.
"I am ready." he said, in a voice hardlyabove a whisper.
As he stood there, his pale face set and

his black eyes looking into the muzzle@ of
the six loaded muskets, the audience gave
one mighty gasp and held Its breath.

"Fire!" commanded the sergeant.
There was a crash, asheet of flame, and

through the wreath of blue powder smoke
Herrmann could be seen bending over. and
dropping the bullets upon the plate. Some
women had screamed, others had fainted.
Then came a tumult of cheers. Herrmann
was unhurt except for some burns on his
fingers made by the hot bullets. Yes, they
m ere the same bullets. They were posi-
tively identified by the people who had
marked them.
It was very thrilling, tut it was all theat-

rcal effect. As a matter of fact, Herrmann
was not in danger for one second, and no
bullets were fired at him. He himself has
never explained the trick, but from an au-
thoritative inside source it is possible to
tell exactly how it is done.
The sergeant is a confederate. The sol-

diers are not, and are as much surprisedas anybody that their shots do not takc
effect. The sergeant Is the man who reallyperforms the trick, although he has verylittle to do. So simple is it that he requires
no rehearsal, and is not even told what to
do until he comes to the theater with his
men. Ten dollars is liberal pay for what
he does.
Several days before the performance

Herrmann secures six ball cartridges ex-
actly like those to be given the sergeantfor use in the performance. He extracts
the balls from these cartridges and sub-
stitutes in their place bullets made of a
composition of mercury and black lead.
This composition can be molded into anyshape, and when placed .n the shell looks
exactly like a genuine leaden bullet. The
mercury is so heavy that the weight of the
fake cartridge Is al he same as the real
article. The soldiers lb handling them can-
not detect the difference without feeling of
the bullet end of the cartridge, and that
they have no opportunity to do. When
fired the mercury and plumbago fly Into
dust and do no harm. It cannot even be
felt a few feet away from the muszles.

A Trick Salver.
The next thing the trickster does is to

prepare a trick salver. All that's required
Is a salver with a double bottom worked
by a button underneath. This is a very
simple devioe, used by all magicians, It
Is as common In sleight-of-han-1 work as
trick tumblers or trick eggs.
With these "props" and an intelligent

sergeant the magician is all ready to be
shot at
When the sergeant places the real car-

tridges on the salver and passes them to
the committee and the audience to ex-
amine, the fake cartridges are already in
It, concealed In the false bottom. Of course
it is the real cartridges that are examined
and marked. As he walks back from the
audience to the stage he holds the salver
at arm's length, with a hand grasping It
on each side to show that he Is not touch-
ing the cartridges or trying to change
them. His fingers are under the salver and
his thumbs bent over its edge. With one
of his fingers he gives the button a gentle
touch. Presto! the button changes. The
fake cartridges come on top, the real ones
go out of sight underneath. He quickly
hands out these fake cartri'ges to the men
one by one and gives the command to load.
Before any one has had a chancs to ex-
amine them they are In the guns and safe
from prying eyes.

Where the Dulnets Conme Presm.
The sergeant then walks to the wings

to put down the seemingly empty salver
on a table just out of sight. Hid behind
this table Is the magician's assistant. As
soon as the salver is put down he touches
the spring and brings the real cartridges
up. With a pair of pincers he rapidly pulls
the bullets out of the shells and drops
them into a hot dish. He has time to 46
all this easily enough while the soldiers are
being marched down to the platform and
faced about.
Then Herrmann comes to the wings to get

the plate on which to drop the ballets. But
before he picks up the plate he gathers in
the bullets, which by this time have become
slightly heated, and palms them between
his fingers or up his sleeves. Then hmowing
that the only bullets on the stage are in bils
possession he can face the rifle. without
fear and drop the marked leaden halls on
the plate as soon as the volley Is fired,
Simple, isn't it? And yet of such ma-

terial are marvels made.
The only danger that Herrmann runs is

the chance that one of the soldiers may be
a crank and have an extra cartridge with
him and fire it. In that case the trick
would probably turn out a tragedy. It Is on
that account that Herrmann insists on look-
ing through the barrels of ths guns after
the soldiers march on. As the men are at
"attention" all the while afterward, there
would be no opportunity for one of them
to surreptitiously load his place. The load-
ing Is done while the soldiers are in line
facing the audience and the sergeant.
Each man holds up the cartridge given
him, and at the command "load," Inserts
it In the chamber in plain sight of all. No
time or chance Is allowed for a substitu-
tion.

Goed Advice,
Fromn Life,
"I shouldn't advise you to leave Jack for'

very long, dear. Some husbands, you know,
are like return tickets."
"Why, ma! What do you mean?'
"They are forfeited if detached."

INatural Result.
From Tie-Bts.
Be-"This tune seems to haunt me."
She-"Because you have murdered It s
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POWDER
A eteam of iartar baking powder. NOWNI an in leavening strength.-Landu Vhi
Ras Goeerment PSd Apart

BOAL BAKMG Pownsa C., NOw TOk.

IRME "OoKS AND SsCU3.
Publi Scheel P'entcsecs Wheh Srn Me.
Steweli's o"tae A'e EDesrable.

Ausbe Reed Stowell is Scmsai Baud Sourest.
The American people are more Interest-
d today in having every chb benelltet
Py Its schools than it Is In having the
haracter of the schools improved. Not
tow high shall we take our schools, nor
tow broad shall we make our courses at
ustruction; but, how may every child be
eached, and how may every chid be
nade a safer and better member of the
*ommunity. Is the school problem of thelay. Any movement reaching down andsplifting gives strength to the school
iystem, and the taxpayer rec3ives his com-tensation.
The sooner we come to look upon the
ntellectual and moral training of every,hild, of every human soul, as the highesttolitica! wisdom, and the imperative duty)f the state, the better will be the Individ-
ial happiness and the public security.A liberal education for every child should
)e for ever the ideal of the teacher, the3oard of education. and the legislator.
The responsibility rests with the board)f education to make our public schoolsIree. They should be free public senols in
very respect. They should be free school
muldings. free furniture, free Lpparatus,'ree fuel, free Ink, free copy books, freeslates and pencils. free stationery, free In-struction. free text books, and also-what
would like to se-ftree lunches.
The public schools must give this freducation. Free public schools were es-:atlished for this very purp-se. For this
wery barrier excluding any deserving pu->l should be broken down and swept away.rhe cost of text books is such a barriern many states. The cost of noam lunchea such a barrier in all of cur large cities.The American system of free sch.ls wasstablished over two hundrad and fiftyyears ago. When one of the states or-lained that every town of one hurdredlouseholders should maintain a school inwhich youth could be fitted for the uni-versity. The same state established theIrst free high school, the Arst free nor-mal school. the first free art sch'ol, andhe first free school library in every dis-Arct.
Those states and cities which have not-dopted the free text book system and pro-vided every child within its limits withchool books, stationery. slates and pen-Als, materials for drawing, mechantcalwork and all that the child .eeds in theschool room are behind in the onwardmovement of progress.
This system shoild be extended to every'igh school as well as to the grammarzehools. This should inclide every highschool whether business, mechanical. or lit-trary. in the ccuntry. And every normalschool as well as high school.
Communities which have tried this free 4ext book system are perfectly satlfiedwith the results and would not be willing:o return to the old plan.The policy of furnihing free text bobksto the children Is winning its way fast*nd is certain to be universal in Amer.ca.The following states have adopted freetext books. while many others have partlylcne so. Maine. New Hampshlre, \ ermont.Wassachusetts, Rhode Islanl, New Jersey.Pennsylvania, Delaware. Xebraska, Idaho.und the cities of Baltimor'. Brooklyn, De-roit. New York and PhiladJphia.There are two extremely progrcesivenovements which, could they be adopted,ind there Is no reason why they shouldtot, would make our public school systemGeal. Thse first of these is, in my belief,>f very great importance. The furnishingif free. wholesome, hot lunches to every:hild in school at the hour of the noonneal. In those schools of our Jarse cites.which are so situated as to be filled withhe children of extremely poor families, its as much a duty to furnish to the cb-iren something to eat as it is a duty to'urnish them something to steajy. StWLwhether in the rural districts or in theirowded cities. I believe it is the duty ofhe boards of education to see th.At wher-,ver children have to bring their lunch toschool, they should be supplied with some-hing warm and wholesome to eat, ard that'ree of expense to the family. This move-aent would fill our high and grammarachools to overfiowing.
I would alsu like to see all school boosriven to each Individual child to hold ando keep as his own property, not eey soong as he co'mes to schooL, but always. Itwoauld train this child in property rights.

t would be a constant source of educationo tne child's ijarents-and in many caseshey would be the only books the fathermnd mother can have to read. It would be

in cducatIon to the family.

lie Struec Another Matech.:ronm Short Stories

Bishop Wilnmer of Alabama, famous as
story teller, says that one of his friends

ost a dearly beloved wife, and In his sot-
'ow caused these words to be inscribed on
ter- tombstone: "The light of mine eyes has
rone out." The bereaved married within a
rear. Shortly afterward the bishop was
valking through the graveyard with anoth-
rgentleman. When they arrived at theomb, the latter asked the bishop what hewould say of the present state of atairs,

n view of the words on the tombstone. "I:hlnk," said the bishop. "the words 'Bet Itave struck another match' should he

idded."

sen4 se. Mckinley.
Prom the Bn-t- Reraia

"What is your name?' asired his honor in
the naturalization court in Chicago.
"McKinley." replied the Italian.
"Can you read or write the English lam-

guage." asked the court,

"McKinley." awered the Italian.
"If you can neither read nor write, how

10 you expect to vote?' persisted the court.

"M~cKinley." replied the Italian.
And yet he was given his papers.

A Day Ceilngm.
rom Puch

"Th' ole 'sqire stop an' upoke to me t

marnin'; an' O1 at 'Im 'ow Massar Philip
was gettin' on in rLunnon 'Oh,' says 'e,

'e's bin called to the bar.' O1 dunn. wet
e meant, so 01 didn' say notha'; but (N

mays to meseif. 'Ab,' 0M says 'frm what
CX remember et 'in, 'e dii. Want a

eallin'!"


